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Personal Space 


Dave's face is written with that expression which reads of someone who's in the presence of someone that 


they adore. 
And that someone is me. 


Which is a little uncomfortable but something which, over the years, I've grown used to. There's not much 


that | can do about it at this point so | sit here, smile, nod, and listen to whatever he has to say. 
Which is a lot. 


His hazel eyes sparkle as he gushes about how much he loves us, our music and, most importantly, at least to 
him, me. He wants to tell me how much he appreciates all that I've done and, as he excitedly rests a hand on 


my thigh, | suspect that he'd like to take that appreciation a little further. 


Not that I'm going to let him, at least not in the state that he's in. The guy's six sheets to the wind and 
obviously loaded on something more than booze. But he's happy to have the opportunity to finally meet me and 
say Hi and express his gratitude. Even if he is getting a little too close for comfort. The Americans have never 


quite grasped that the British have an impenetrable sphere of personal space that surrounds us like an 
invisible bubble. It's just something that we've had to get used to over the years. 


And Dave, bless his little heart, is no different. His bright red hair bounces and he licks his lips as he talks a 
million miles an hour. This guy has a lot of stuff on his chest and he's determined to get it off, spilling it all on 
to me, the object of his affections. 


Despite his obvious flaws, he's a sweet lad and | can see him going far if he can get the drink and drugs under 
control. | tell him as much, gently advising him that maybe, just maybe, it would be best if he slowed down a 


little. Great talent such as his needs to be shared, not dead in a gutter at twenty-seven 


From somewhere, Dave produces an album and pen and asks me to sign it. | do, adding a little something as a 


reminder for his coming years. 


Life isn’t a race. Take it easy and do what you need to. Most importantly, make sure you live. 


